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	1. Orange

**Please tell me I'm not the only one on the Chell/Gordon bandwagon?  
>Anywho, i wrote this before I'd even started Portal 2, so i created this under the assumption that Chell somehow got her ass out of Aperture at the end of the first game.<br>It's short, a little silly and well...yeah.**

**Anyway, enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Orange.<p>

Orange is a colour that Chell identifies with; to her it represents curiosity, curiosity and imprisonment, the bright orange eye of the curiosity orb and the orange of her jumpsuit. It was a colour she had grown accustomed to, a colour she trusted. Unlike red, it was so closely related to orange that it should almost be criminal. Red was blood, red was lasers and evil, so was yellow, Chell would never forget that singular yellow eye, boring into her very soul.  
>Orange would forever be her favourite colour, it made her feel safe. So when she saw someone else, someone else wearing the same colour as her, all she could think was that this person must have been through the same struggles as her, they were someone she could trust.<br>Her ears barely registered the sound of her portal gun falling to the ground as she ran towards the beacon of hope, her leg braces not designed for the rough terrain outside of the enrichment centre caused her to stumble, she didn't mind. Her bare feet were being scraped up by the merciless asphalt beneath her, but that didn't matter either. Eventually one of her braces snagged on a rock and Chell could feel herself being thrown towards the ground her eyes snapped shut and she could hear nothing but _her_ voice

_Any contact with the chamber floor will result in an 'unsatisfactory' mark on your official testing record followed by death._

But she didn't die, she wasn't even hurt, she found herself lying atop a floating mattress, surrounded by a friendly orange glow. She carefully looked up, half expecting to see _her_ there.

_We are pleased that you made it through the final challenge where we pretended we were going to murder you._

It wasn't her, it was the man. The man in orange. In his hands was a large orange gun, Chell could hear it buzzing from her spot on the mattress and watched as the man slowly lowered her to the ground, he held a hand out for her and helped her to her feet.  
>She cocked her head to the side and drank in his appearance, he wasn't smiling, but Chell felt safe with him. The man pushed his glasses up his nose and held out his hand for Chell to shake, she did.<br>He gave a nod.  
>She smiled.<p> 


	2. Blue

Gordon sat across from the woman in the jumpsuit. He wasn't sure where she came from or where she had planned on going, he hasn't asked anything and neither had she. All he remembered was her running towards him, wearing strange contraptions attached to her calves. Those contraptions now lay by the front door. The sky behind her had been blue, but filled with black smoke and broken machinery was strewn about, burning in a crackling fire.

Her eyes were hard, cold, her hair was in disarray and her face seemed almost haggard. However she seemed content, appeased by his silent company. The aroma that surrounded her wasn't one you'd usually find anymore, most people smelt like blood, dust and sometimes even the acid excreted by barnacles, the woman smelt like artificial flowers, sprayed on too thick in an attempt to mask some strange chemical scent that just wouldn't go away.

The woman cocked an eyebrow at him and crossed her arms; she was getting tired of his stare. Gordon wondered why someone so desperate for conversation didn't start it herself, he was blatantly nervous; no one knew just how nervous he was. He gulped and pulled off his glasses, rubbing them on his white shirt, having removed his HEV suit once they arrived in the apartment. He slipped the glasses back on and examined the woman's eyes; they were piercingly blue, like the sky on a summer's day, back before the Combine arrived. He found comfort in those eyes. The woman coughed and he blinked, taking a deep breath.

"wuh-wuh-would you like suh-something to eat?" He cringed, hearing his stammer for the first time in a good few months. The woman seemed unfazed, she just nodded and Gordon stood from his chair, he walked into the small kitchen and the woman followed.  
>"We've got baked beans and canned spuh-spaghetti"<br>The woman looked thoughtfully at the cans, her blue eyes widening with terror, Gordon was shoved out of the way and the woman frantically read the labels on the bean cans, her iris' whizzing back and forth and as she tossed can after can over her shoulder. In the flurry Gordon managed to grab one. _BEANS- Aperture Science Brand._ He didn't understand the fuss; all beans were branded that way, milk too.  
>"What's wrong?" He asked and the woman span around, her beautiful eyes wide and brimming with tears, as big and blue as ever. She grabbed Gordon's hand and jammed one of his fingers into an insignia on her chest.<p>

_Aperture Science _

It all clicked, this company was where she came from, and the place she was running from so desperately. Gordon didn't know what to do. She released his hand and wiped her tears away, her face hardening again, she breathed deeply and pointed to herself, then Gordon and finally the floor. Gordon didn't respond so she did it again.  
>"You?" He said when she pointed to herself, she nodded.<br>She pointed to him, "Me"  
>Another nod.<br>"Here?" He asked as she pointed to the floor and she nodded a final time.  
>"You wah-wah-want us to stay heh-here?"<br>A nod.  
>"Can't you tuh-talk?"<br>No nod this time.  
>She stared at him as if it was obvious.<br>"I'm sorry."  
>She dismissed his apology with a wave of her hand, it didn't matter.<p>

Gordon however had an idea, he walked back to the table and shuffled through a pile of old newspapers, under which he found a notepad and a bright blue marker. He passed both to the woman who quickly wrote:  
><em>Thank you.<em>  
>Gordon nodded, happy he didn't have to speak.<br>_My name is Chell._  
>Gordon's brow furrowed, "Chell?" He said, worried about his pronunciation, she nodded and smiled.<br>"Mine's Guh-Guh-Guh-" Gordon groaned, he always had trouble with his own name. Chell had a look of sympathy in her hard eyes and slid the notebook over. Gordon's writing was much larger than Chell's, chunkier too. Chell nodded after seeing what he wrote and flipped the page over, Gordon sat and watched her write. When she spun the page towards him, he saw that the blue of her eyes matched that on the paper, the beautiful blue swirling letters joined to make the words.

_I think your stammer is cute._


	3. Purple

Chell was purple. She stood before Gordon's mirror, gazing at her half naked body; every inch of her skin was covered in deep purple bruises, save a few spots where they had begun fading to a sickly yellow. With a sigh, she unzipped her jumpsuit the rest of the way and stepped out of it, clad in nothing but a pair of white undergarments, she shivered. On a bed behind her (_Gordon's bed, _she thought to herself) rested some clothes, nothing very exciting, but they were clean. Blue jeans and an orange shirt, she'd asked for orange specifically. Gordon tried his best to explain that he borrowed the jeans from a girl named Alyx; his speech was so full of stammering that Chell was lucky to make any of it out. He seemed very disappointed in himself, Chell could tell he didn't like to speak very much but since she couldn't hold a conversation he had to try. Chell quite liked him; despite the _hero persona _he had hanging around his head like an ever present shroud of light. He didn't really seem to like being idolized, once he tried to make a joke about himself presenting speeches and how terribly that would go, the joke's delivery was horrendous but it made Chell smile.

She started re-dressing herself, wincing as she pulled the jeans over her hips, they were a little tight and pressed against a particularly large bruise just below her hip bone, it was blotched various horrible shades of purple and ached more than the rest. Chell remembered getting that one; she fell through a portal at the wrong angle and landed on a cube. Some day she was going to have to explain what went on the enrichment centre to someone, probably Gordon.  
><em>Hopefully Gordon<em>.  
>After slipping the shirt over her head Chell examined the bruises on her arms, she wondered if Gordon had in fact noticed the deep purple dotting her skin. He probably hadn't and she didn't have it in her to blame him. She opened the door to the lounge and walked inside, Gordon was standing with his arms crossed, he looked up at her and smiled.<br>"They fit then?"  
>Chell nodded.<br>"Good, uh, let me nuh-know if you need anything else."

Chell nodded again and Gordon's eyes hardened, he made his way over to Chell and gently grasped her forearm. His hands were warm, dry and surprisingly pleasant. Chell blinked and supposed he _hadn't_ noticed the bruises, his eyes softened behind his glasses.  
>"Are you alright?" He asked and Chell nodded.<br>"How did you guh-get these?"

With a grimace, Chell pushed Gordon away and headed to the table where her notebook was sitting, she wrote one word.

_Aperture._


End file.
